The Beast 
By Caolan Doherty 


All three of us loved the woods. The sound of the wind hitting leaves, the 
creaking of the branches, such a beautifully painful sound. | would take my 
sisters there when | knew the screams of our father would become too severe. 
He would never hurt them, as long as | was there to protect them, to take the 
hits with a smile, knowing my sisters remained unharmed. | would face him, | 
couldn’t afford the fear, for my sisters sake. My scars were their salvation. My 
love for them was so much more powerful than my hate for our father. Predators 
need prey, but that doesn’t mean every rabbit must be a casualty to the fox. 
Our mother was a light in the dark woods. Her death killed more than herself, it 
killed my father; | can’t even remember what he once was. Our pain was no 
longer heard, and my cries fell to deaf ears, my pain, like a falling tree in an 
empty forrest. But the forrest made us connected to something. Our voice 
carried for miles, it was a comfort to think nature carried our burden. It felt our 
pain. 


“Do you think Mom’s in a better place?” My baby sister loved to ask me hard 
questions like that, but | knew who | was, who | had to be for them. When she 
died, | had to be there for my sisters, so | pushed down my pain and did my best 
to heal their own. “Of course she is.” “I miss her” Bell explained. The snapping of 
the three twigs at my feet was like a conversation with nature, almost an 
empathy. | felt a shaking tremor in my right hand, like a leaf. | wrapped my 
sisters in my left arm. “I know. | miss her too. But listen, no matter what, she'll 
always be with us. Always.” | didn’t know how to raise my sisters. | wasn’t ready. 
My mother was so beautiful; so caring. She once told me “You're the sweetest 
boy in the world. I’m so proud, and | Know you'll always do what’s right”. | 
carried that with me every step, a crutch which made me feel like my mother 
wasn't so far. So gone. “You know | love you guys more than anything right? No 
matter how much you bug me with your pillow fights and dances.” My sisters 
laughed and Liz chuckled with a tear. Sometimes | felt laughter was all | could do 
to make things better, to do what’s right for my sisters. 


“Petey, look!” Bell whispered, “A deer.” | looked at it intensely fascinated, we all 
did. It was so beautiful; it had caring eyes, smooth brown fur and sharp pointed 
ears. “Wow!” Liz uttered, “it’s so pretty”. | was drawn from the moment. | felt so 
warm inside, and savoured the moment my sisters were having, absent tears, or 
pain. The deer stared back at us, perfectly still. It was as if we both knew; ina 
world of predators, we were safe with one another, just looking at nature’s 
beauty. He slowly strolled into the distance of the trees, a peaceful farewell, from 
fellow prey. 


“Amazing”. That was the only words | could reach. We all sat on a close log fora 
while, stunned by the beauty, the sun piercing through the trees, the sound of 
natural nature, pure, and peaceful. “We should be heading back girls, get some 
food.” “Please! 5 more minutes” Bell exclaimed. “Okay” | smiled. “Okay”. 


Walking back had the sun on our backs, like the yang of nature, | sort of figured 
why some people are scared of the woods. “Petey, are we okay? It’s getting kind 
of dark.” Liz murmured. | took the girls by their hands and kept walking. “Look, 
I’m your big brother, you’re safer with me than anyone else.” | saw a distinct 
worry on Bell’s face, something | knew too well, as did she. | tightened my grip 
on my girls hands enough to feel it and drew them closer. “Together? We’re 


indestructible.” | told my girls with utter certainty. “We'll always have each 
other. That’s our power”. My girls smiled so brightly, the glow in their eyes, it 
was as if | was looking at the deer again. They were so important to me. 


A rustle in the bushes startled Bell, she jolted and launched into my waist. “It’s 
probably just a bird Bell.” | caressed her head. “Just a bird.” A low growl invaded 
my ear, a frustrated grunt in an animal. Birds don’t grunt. It left the camouflage 
of the bush in an ominous crawl. It’s claws were rugged and dirty, but sharp. It’s 
eyes were empty and rageful, pure pain and violence on it’s face. This was the 
biggest and only grizzly I’d ever seen. Bell was so scared, Liz was worried, but 
only because Bell was. “Bell, take your sister, and run. Now.” | said it flat, like a 
commander giving his soldier a plain order. Bell knew | meant it. She grabbed 
her sister’s small arm, and ran. 


The eyes can say more words than a thousand pages. Meeting the bears eyes, 
we understood each other. He wanted to kill me, and | didn’t want to be killed. A 
clarifying terror. Facing a monster was nothing I’ve never known. The beast 
growled and charged. | screamed with everything | had; my heartbreak over my 
mothers death, my sadness, guilt even, of leaving my sisters alone in this world, 
and my fear of who I’m leaving them in the world with. A man crueler and more 
ruthless than any bear. | felt the residual warmth of my sisters innocent hands on 
my palms, the sweetness of my mother’s kiss on my cheek she gave me every 
night before bed. I'd finally get to see her again; I'll tell her how much | love her, 
how much | missed her. Death was worth it to see her smile again. She was 
nature’s greatest creation, and my sister’s carry what she was to the world. By 
letting them live on, | knew nature’s good side would live on with them. But | had 
to give them a head start. My scream’s were drowned in the beast’s. His claw 
swung to my heart. | rolled away, across the leaves, under his arm. | knew if | 
ran, he would catch me, if | climbed, he would climb faster, if | fought, he would 
fight harder. But that didn’t matter. 


When | was 10, | read that when the human body dies, the brain stays alive for 7 
minutes, and some people believe this is the body’s way of replaying memories, 
not all the memories a human has lived in their lives. Just the important ones. 
This is why I’m happy to die, because | know. | know. My girls will be my 7 
minutes. I’ll die a happy man, knowing what | died protecting. 


The bear only got angrier, more rageful. It’s determination to kill was a gift of 
nature, and | was it’s prey. The bear rushed Peter again. He almost welcomed it; 
accepted it, faced it; because nature always wins. Predator eats pray. A leaf is 
only a leaf because it falls. Beauty and purity leans on impurity. One cannot exist 
without the other. Three claws caught Peter’s chest. He let out a tearful and 
painful scream. Peter looked up and saw a man, his face was blurred, he couldn’t 
make it out. He had a bottle of alcohol in his left hand, and a belt in the other. 
His father. His head fell to the left and he saw Bell and Liz, smiling down to him, 
pure as a deer’s eyes. 


Bell and Liz reached the edge of the woods, looking back to an empty tree line. 
They were sweating and crying all at once. Liz trembled and said “We need to 
get back to the orphanage Bell”. “5 more minutes” Bell exclaimed. 


